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I IUI.e.1 l.y 

the secret 

felicity is that young ^ 
men think that unless t 
are married their lives 
not a success. As a n 
ter of fact I think the 
verse is exactly true.' 
William //. Taft. 

Good Lord, 

eoNCftt**' 

ROVM 

OFF THE TRACK 

Congressional ■MPORAKY TRIUMP 

“U/I^at pools 5f?ese /portals Be!” 

Mays and Means Committee, n. One or more individ- Esperanto is recommended by Socialists as an ideal universal 1. 
uals to whom is committed the duty of devising ways gtuige for Socialists. Too bad Esperanto was not in existei 
and means to retard or prevent a revision of the Tariff. when the Tower of Babel was begun. 

—Stand fat Dictionary. 
^ m: 

The speech of Congressman Willett attacking the President ought BLACK headlines on the first page of the Sun indicate that someth 
not to be expunged from the Record. It is Willett’s one chance unusual has happened. On the first page of the Journal tl 

for immortality. We should never have known that such a person mean nothing at all. So when a really great story like the wreck 
as “Amos Cottle” existed if Byron had not exclaimed, “Phoebus! the Republic comes along, the sensational press has neither langu; 
what a name!" One nor type to tell 
Pope embalmed s 
number of Willets ir 
his Dunciad. 

ess has neither langu; 
nor type to tell 
tale; they have siiri 
ed themselves out 
voice and breath. 

come of “ my policies’’ 
in general if “ my pol¬ 
icy ” as to race suicide 
can be reversed so 
completely ? 

Hereafter, when 
speaking of Big 

Bill, kindly specify 
whether you mean the 
New York Street 
Cleaning Commission¬ 
er, “the best Chief 
New York ever had” 
or the President of 
these United States. 

Women in the court- a 
room greeted the | 

latest triumph of the | 
unwritten law with 
hysterical applause. 
Man forges the chains 10 
for woman, but wo¬ 
men see to it that the 
links are kept bright and 

Gras next summ 
Bear up bravely! 
is not necessary to 
all the way to Cot 
just to throw pep 
in a stranger’s eye 
to hit a passer-by v 
a sandbag. 

The English jud 
who never uses 

telephone becai 
people one hundr 
years ago got ale 
nicely without it 
shamefully inconsist 
if he rides in railv 
trains, burns gas, 
lieves in posta 
stamps, buys his wil 
sewing machine, 
takes the “tuppen 
tube” on his way ’<>i 

|| The way Europe 
||l war clouds have 
HI] dispelling, just wT 
11 they are due to l< 
Ej| blackest, leads us 

assume that they 
Q forecasted by the s; 

methods which give 
Americans our “show 

and cooler” prophecies 



TEDDY THE CENTAUR. 

The eye of an eagle, the voice of a stentor, S^) 
Swiftness of Mercury, thunder of Jove, \ 

The seat of Tod Sloan and the head of a centaur—r- 
All are combined in the hero we love. 

Barbaric front of his namesake Theodoric, 
Wildness of Turpin who straddled Black Bess, 

Daring and dash of the Highlander Roderick, 
Buffalo Bill and the Pony Express;— 

Rake all the past for the bold and bizarre, 
Lump 'em together—the mass is “T. R.” 

The beauty of Siegfried the mythical Norseman, 
Swagger of Gilpin the devil-may-care. 

The valor of Roland the horn-blowing horseman, 
Grace of Godiva who rode in her hair;— 

The Noble Six Hundred, the Valkyrie ladies. 
The Ghent-to-Aix riders, the French cuirassier 

The trio who'd gallop from Paris to Hades 
To rescue a damsel—the Three Musketeers j — 

Arab and Mameluke, cossack, vaquero. 
Riding cap, helmet, fez, shako, sombrero. 
Hero and jockey, highwayman, hussar— 
All of them live in our peerless “T. R.” 

J"T 'TOULD you have a composite of human endurance, 
yy Gallantry, deviltry, swiftness and grace, 

Chivalry, poetry, dash and assurance, 
Heaven-bom genius for setting the pace ? 

Take all the horsemen in fable and history, 
Heroes who’ve galloped afield and afar. 

And you'll have a receipt for that popular mystery 
Known to the world as the peerless “T. R.” 

The heart of Quixote, the humor of Panza, 
The wisdom of Odin, the nerve of Fitzjames 

( To whom might be fitly devoted a stanza 
If fable and fact were not bursting with namesJ, 

The four sons of Aymon, Orlando, Lord Marmion, 
Bonny Dundee with his bonnet a-toss, 

The Cid, Boabdil, Tam O’Shanter, Prince Charmias 
The Lady who cantered to Banbury Cross, 

Sir Lancelot, Rinaldo and Young Lochinvar j— 
Take and distill 'em—the issue’s “T. R.” 

MONEY AND WIVES. 

How many wives know what their husbands’ incomes are and 
what they can spend, and how many have money doled out 

them grudgingly?” rhetorically inquired a woman’s club woman 
cently in New York. The correct answer is that most women do 

know. Then a few words further on, she said, 
“ I believe a woman should keep her own 

money and have her own income, for 
the man’s sake as well as her own.” 
This was followed, according to the 
report, by great applause. Naturally. 

1 • A woman ought to know just exactly k W 
I what her husband can earn, or accu- rate" JF 

mulate which is almost the same thing, ' 
and what she can spend. That makes i:3grag 

a happy married life, was the burden 
of our woman’s club woman’s song. A 
good earner at one end of the domestic JWtyjft 
hopper and a good spender at the other , , fjtk 
end check the ravages of the divorce court. 

But then, this woman’s club woman’s 
advice was intended for female consump- 

tion only. Men already have their views on the subject. 
They find that women have no difficulty in getting rid of 
an income whether they know what it is or not. 

Then again, the whole discussion is upon the well-to-do plane. 
The wife of the average working man knows to a penny what her 
husband’s income is when he has any. It is marked in plain 
figures on the outside of his pay envelope and, be it said to her 
credit, the ingenuity she manifests in spreading those few dollars 
over a large surface would make a gold-beater hide his face in 
shame and defeat. Just as the real trouble in the workingman’s fam¬ 
ily, in spite of which they manage to extract considerable that makes 
a noise like happiness or, at least, domestic compatibility, seems to 
be the smallness of the income rather than the secretiveness of the 
husband, so, in the other class, the trouble which the eminent wom¬ 
an’s club woman is trying to put her finger on, may be an over¬ 
abundance ill-proportioned to the difficulty of acquiring it. 

F.tlis O. Jones. 

PUZZLE. 

THE NEW THOUGHT MOVEMENT. 

1he cup of contentment mighty soon goes stale buhere it’s filled buith nothing 

but the foam of gayety. 
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BOYS WANTS. 

wants but little here below,’ ” quoted the 
town poet, apropos of nothing in par¬ 
ticular. 

He succeeded, however, in 
arousing the local sage from 

his customary torpidity. 
“It’s different with a 

boy,” commented that 
personage. “A boy wants 
considerable. He wants 
a pistol that he dassent 
show, except to a few des¬ 
perate characters; he 
wants a mandolin that he 
can’t play on after he gets 
it; he wants a razor, and 
a pair of top boots, and a 

dirk. He wants a false 
mustache, and a detective’s tin 

badge, and a bull pup. He 
wants a bicycle, and a collection of 

mud-turtles to amble aimlessly around the back yard.” 
“Well, have ye finished, Peleg?” 
“I ain’t got fairly started yet. He wants a magic lan¬ 

tern, and a passel of legerdermain paraphernalia that won’t 
hold together long enough to perform the tricks. He wants a fid¬ 
dle, a printing-press, a chunk of putty, and a tame rat. He wants 
a dark lantern, a stamp album, a kit of tools, and a fife. He wants 
a goat. He wants a telescope that won’t open, and a seven-bladed 
jackknife that won’t shut. He wants a brass watch, a hoot owl, 

JUST LIKE FINDING MONEY. 

PkdestRIA.n.— What’s this? An automobile parade? 
Cop. — Nix; ’tis a consultation. Old Doughboy, the millionaire, 

has appendicitis. 

an inexhaustible supply of chewing gum, a million tin tags, a 
squirt gun, a fright wig, a squawky accordion, a pair of skates, and 

a peck of tops.” 
“ Better stop right there.” 
“I judge I might as well. What’s the use o’ me trying to 

furnish an unexpurgated list? Let a poet undertake it and I’ll 
bet his screed will make Milton’s main epic resemble one of them 
pert paragraphs like what we notice in the public press.” W s a. 

TIMELY. 

“ Vou moved out into the country when your last baby was bom, 
I didn’t you?” 

“Yes. Thought we would take advantage of the Rural Free 
Delivery.” 

INVENTION. 

“ \X/hat’s that ?” 
VV asked the pat¬ 

ent medicine advance 
agent indicating a ma¬ 
chine in a far corner of 
the editorial sanctum. 

“ Looks like a small 
hay-press,not?” smiled 
the editor as he rolled 

up a batch of proofs and 
called for the devil. 
“It’s a little invention of 
my own. With it I com¬ 
press all the press-agent stuff 
I get into paper bricks just the 
right size for wood stoves. Retail¬ 

ing the by-product of this plant at $3 
a cord, I make a handsome income, so I 
really don’t need your contract at the 
rate you insist. I am experimenting now 
with a new breakfast food which I hope 
to have on the market in the spring. This 
new food will, by condensing the food 
values and the news values, take the place 
of the regular breakfast and the morn¬ 
ing paper. If I was you I would not lean that light suit against 
that inky press.” 

THE SUBURBAN GIRL. 

Her Fianc£ ( waiting for the 11:20 trolley).— And yet she 
wonders if 1 really love her ! 

Colonel Corkright.— Majuh Bludd had some trouble with a 
nigguh last night, didn’t he, suh? 

Colonel Gore.— No, suh. He just shot the nigguh; that’s all. 
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“\X7hat did you say your name 
VV quires the landlady in a hoarse whisper. 

“Camp.” 
“ Ladies and gentlemen, this is Mr. Grant.” 
She waves you to a vacant chair. The 

1 young lady on your right drops a half bow; the 
young gentleman to your left drops a pork chop. 

Thus, amid covert sneers, supercilious glances, and 
general awkwardness, you take your place among an alien people. 

“ A hash-house introduction always reminds me of a minstrel 
show,” declares the humorous boarder. “Be seated, gentlemen; 
know each other and be acquainted.” 

Whereat you must smile. 
“ Chase the cow this way,” continues the humorous boarder, in 

:-honored reference to the milk pitcher. 
Whereat you must guffaw.' 

“You are always master of ceremonies,” 
says a young lady boarder to the humorous 
one. “ As for me, I’m too timid.” 

“Why are you timid?” 
“Oh, I’m so little.” 
“Sweet goods come in small packages.” 
“So does poison.” 
Fine old repartee! After dinner, you ascend to your hall bed¬ 

room and wonder if you will ever be at home in this company. But 
you know you will. Within a month you will be loaning money to 
the humorous boarder, and perhaps have a love affair started. 

Will S. Adkins. 

I LIKE MY FOES. WOES OF A DINER. 

Who was it wore my lawn-mower oat last Spring? 
Who won the maiden when I’d bought the ring? 
Who still the Merry Widow Waltz dares sing? 

— Oh, just a dear old friend! 
Whose honeyed words contain the secret sting? 
Who offers me advice on everything? 
Whom must I carry home when, banqueting, 

Two drinks set him on end? 

Turn to the other picture: —true and tried, 
Mine enemy stands steadfast, dignified; 
Him I can count on, whatsoe’er betide, 

Never to bring me woe, 
Never on lenglhy visits to abide. 
Never to do me for a taxi ride; 
I’d almost pay him those ten plunks, but I’d 

So hate to lose a foe! 

Chester Firkins. 

A LUCKY HIT. 

Tottie Tralala (immediately after the egg-throwing).—You 
shouldn’t take it so much to heart because a couple o’ eggs landed on 
your superstructure, dearie. Cut out the hair-pulling! 

New Leading Man.— Hair-pulling nothing! I’m administering 
an egg shampoo — why, it costs thirty-five cents in a barber shop! 

but I like my foes, 
Who never send me gifts of pale-green hose, 

Who find a frank enjoyment in my woes 
And keep from me their own. 

No grim and hated rival ever knows 
“A gold mine proposition that sure goes,” 
Or makes me hie with him to vodeville shows, 

Or hits me fora loan. 

'Tis not my foe who brags his baby’s 
deeds; 

Tis not my foe who tips me “sure thing” 

Tis not my foe who villainously reads 
One silly book a year 

Then comes to me, among my decent 
screeds, 

And cries: ‘‘Say! have you read ‘The 
Wedding Weeds? ’ ” 

“You’ve not? — You must?" — Nay, hatred never breeds 
The fools to friendship dear. 

“ I’m tired of nothing but beef or chicken for dinner.” 
1 “Well, I don’t know what you’re going to do about it. The 

okapi, the only really new animal, is too scarce to be of any prac¬ 
tical food value.” 

in all-round genius is a fellobu touho does everything exceptionally bvell 

** except maKing a living. 
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STATEMENT OF HOUSE BILL 41144- 

?AS born in the State of Kansas, of poor but 
honest and highly respectable parentage. My 
father, a poor, hard-working lawyer who had 
won his way along by dint of toil and industry, 
so gained the confidence and loyalty of his 
people that they sene him to Congress in his 
early manhood, where he is now a valued 
member of the House Committee on Ventila¬ 
tion and Acoustics. It was just a few months 
before he lately was sworn in that I was born 
— and he brought me to Washington along 

with him. 
I was introduced in the House 

of Representatives by a gentle¬ 
man with a loud, musical voice 
— technically, by my father, 
of course, but actually by this 

gentleman—in the presence of 
“a small but very appreciative audi¬ 

ence,” as the dramatic critics diplomatic¬ 
ally put that sort of thing. My father, who was, 
of course, present, moved that I be referred to the 
Committee on the Judiciary; and that is where I 
am now, and have been, lo, these many days! 

It seems that I was fashioned for a great and 
uplifting purpose in this world. Just what I was 
designed to accomplish, I am not sure, but my father, 
who really wants to do some good in Congress I 
believe, has assured many men in my presence that 
my enactment into law would work a saving to the "He bought m, 
common people of this land—whoever on earth they 
are—of millions of dollars annually, though it might take them out 
of the pockets of the malefactors of great wealth—whoever on 
earth, also, they are—in accomplishing the end desired. 

The Chairman of the Committee on the Judiciary is favorably 
inclined to me, I think. He seems a kindly man, and he speaks in 
such soft, silky tones. But, unfortunately, he says he fears I am 
“ unconstitutional ” — 
which seems exceed¬ 
ingly strange for me, 
for I never had an ache 
or a pain in my life. 

Father had a long 
talk with my Chairman 
recently. He—father 
—said he wanted to 
get me up again, get 
me to my third read¬ 
ing and put me on my 
passage. My Chair¬ 
man said he would be 
willing to waive his 
doubts, perhaps, about 
my “unconstitutional¬ 
ity,” if father could 
get the consent of the 
Committee on Rules 
to let me come up for 
passage. From what 
my father then said, I 
am sure I shall not like 
the presiding officer of 
that Committee. Fath¬ 
er's conversation con¬ 
cerning that gentleman 
was restrained and all 
but inaudible, and, so, 
strain my ears as I 
would, I could only 
catch fragments in 
which such words as 
“damn,” “hell” and 
the like predominated. 
I was rather shocked. 
Father must have been very Ths Cor.—Hello, kids! V 
mad, for I certainly never Goin’ West to hunt Indians, I s 
heard him use such language Thk Leader (doggedly).— I 
back in the old days at home. to hunt lions with Teddy. 

e again before he c 

Anyhow, the inan he called “Uncle Joe 
must be—well, he shall never be a friend 
of mine. 

1 should like to get up and on mj 
passage. A room-mate <jf mine — 
perhaps I should say pigeonhole- 
mat a — assures me it is fine. lie 
was put on his passage months and 
months ago, he tells me, and went 
over to the Senate. That must be a 
gorgeous place, if all he says is true. 
He hopes to get to the White House 
some day, too. Only he has had a 

number of things he calls 
t ^ “amendments” tacked 

onto him, and he will 
have to get up in the H 
reach the goal of his final ambition, 

he has an expectancy of twenty years or so of life 
before him, and may make it, he thinks. He says 
his father talks pretty rough — in private—about 
this “Uncle Joe” party, too. Wonder who “Uncle 
Joe” is, anyway! 

What is going to happen to me? I am certainly 
getting tired of this humdrum existence. I would 
like to have a chance in the world; I don’t mind 
saying I am ambitious—not only on my own ac¬ 
count, but for father’s sake. He has builded so 
many hopes on me. 1 am willing to have the 
authorities pass on my “ unconstitutionality,” if any 
one thinks that necessary after my enactment into 
law—though, personally, I don’t think there is a 
blamed thing the matter with me. 

I fear for my future, however. Father says I must get*through 
before March 4 next, or “the jig is up” with me for this session, 
and he will have to bring me back to the next Congress and start 
me all over again. I should hate that—besides it seems non¬ 
sensical. Several of my friends assure me, though, that they have 
experienced the same treatment, time and again, so I suppose I am 

inclined to be forward 
if not actually selfish. 
Anyway, I shall have 
to be patient, and hope 
for the best. 

P. S. After my father 
left my Chairman’s 
office that day I men¬ 
tioned, my Chairman 
remarked that he 
feared my father was 
“something of a dema¬ 
gog.” I am not sure, 
but I sometimes think 
he didn’t mean to be 
exactly complimentary 
to father. 1 may be 
mistaken in that, how¬ 
ever. M y Chairman 
seems to be such a 
benevolent and kind- 
hearted man. 

James B. Nevin. 

AMERICAN. The Narrator.—It 
was wonderful, sir. 

After the police had 
failed, Jones stilled the 
mob and within two 
minutes had them silent 
and listening. 

Friend.— How did 
he do it? 

The Narrator.—But¬ 
tonholed the nearest man 

and began in a low voice, 
“ Heard a dandy, to-day. 
There was a couple of 
Irishmen—,” etc. 



, . A HIGH TIME, 

fellow “Wassah! Yassam! ’Twuz so!" triumph- 
’ 1 antly ejaculated old Brother Stookey. 

“ Last Sabbaf, down dar at de shed-meetin', 
was sho’ly a high and mighty day in Zion. 

.. .. De shed was packed twell it boolged, and de 
uspers me ow, evangelist rotched up and pulled down de 

. . gospel wid sich ferocity dat yo’ could yeah 
SlttlllE him mighty nigh haffer mile! Old Satan was 

, . , . beat and mauled wid de word fum on high 
fro*111 Sea,'y UIlng twell he turned pale around de mouf, and 
r°’ . tucked his tail and floo; de lid o’ 'Tawment 
know11S" 1 ltinS was snatched off and de sinner and de prog- 

Will S. Adkins. nostic was took by de scurf of deir unpre¬ 
cedented necks and shook and rattled back 
and fo’th in de sizzle and fumes dat come 

taste the uh-howlin’ up fum de Pit; and amid de loud halleloovers of heaven 
idy ever and de grizzly groans of hell souls were bawn into de glohious King- 
dy every dom ob de Lohd like shootin' fish in a bar’l. 
I. Kept “And uh-whilst ’twuz all gwine on I had time to sly a jug o’ 
ad.” purt’ fair gin fum out’n a visitin’ brudder’s wagon out back o’ de 
Shafer. shed, and swap hosses wid a-nud- 

der gen’leman down de hillside ,L 
and git so much de best o’ {/ 
de bargain dat dat pusson ’••iSawfesffiy 

JAKE. dess de game as ain’t got - g&jjte - - 
‘ [’m going to emigrate to one of no hoss a-tall since dat ’ar ' 

I these here earthquake zones,” transaction, 
announced Indolent Ivor, rubbing “Yassah! ’ 
ointment upon his dog-bites until ly a great day; 
they smarted. 

tliink they loudly bellow? 

To confer i 
Oft they 

'organ 

' cross-ties, what for ? ” demanded 
Somnolent Summers, counting 

the holes in his new fedora, and 
figuring how long it would last. 

“ I see by the papers where a 
chap was penned by falling stones 
in a bar-room and wasn’t rescued 
for a month.” 

BOOMING. 

Friend.—How’s business 
going these days? 

Promoter. — Flourishing. 
We’ve just added two more 
stories to the rubber stamp of 
our thirty-eight story building. 

ITEM FROM JOB. 
“All the day! iy appointed 

my change 
SETTLING DOWN IN THE SUBURBS. 

]fter you ha-tie paid the architect's and contractor's bills, hobve-tier, and 

taKje a good looK_ at it, you may be inclined to regard it as a buncolobo 
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SPURGLE’S DOG’S DEMISE. 

mah,” observed Unde Sikis Heck, as a horrible sound 
rent the atmosphere, “Hannah, Spurgle’s dog is gittin’ 

t’ be th’ durndest nuisance we ever had here in Wood 
ville! ” 

“Gittin’ t’ be?” enquired Aunt Hannah, — “I 
’sh’d say he’d already become it!” The worthless 
cur of the Sptirgle place next door now barked barks 
number 2222 — 2322 inclusive since'dawn that morn¬ 

ing. Grim disgust set its mark upon Uncle Heck's 
usually placid features. 

“Somethin’ hez got t’ be done,” he said, laying down the 
shears; “1 can’t even trim in’ whiskers with thet cussed sound 
goin’ on, an’ I ain’t a nervous man, mu her. I.ittle Jimmy Green’s 
sick, an’ his mother’s mos’ crnzv tryin’t’ git him t’ sleep. Th’ durn 
dog'barked all night. Th’ boarders up to Hank Steele’s air goin’t’ 
leave town; Mis’ Alviry Jones’ nervous prostration is gittin’ so bad 
she ain’t rested but a few minits in a week. Th' min- 

ville. Peace reigned. 
The Spurgle family, go¬ 
ing forth to caress their 
revered Pet found his 
mouth open, but incapa¬ 
citated. It was Dead. 

Uncle Heck was con¬ 
versing in a low tone with 
the Reverend Mr. Spoak, 
the Congregational Min¬ 
ister. in the latter's study. 
“Spurgle wuz tellin’ me 
there wuz 14 pieces of 
pizen’d meat side o' the 
dog house — seems ha’f 
the town he.l designs on 
thet pesky nuisance. 

A BILLBOARD INSPIRATION. 

ister Led t’ go eout o’ town t’ write his sermon. An’ we 
bein’ the nearest neighbors of all, air gittin’ intew a con¬ 
dition thet ain’t .becorain’ tew eour time o’ life an’ eou: 
naturally. calm disposition an’ heartfelt wish not tc 
murder nothin’ 1 ” 

One* hundred and ten barks greeted Uncle 
Heck’s words. 

“Ob, Lord, I’m sick of it!” he said. 
“ Yeou might speak t’ Mister Spurglt 

Aunt Hannah; “he might be reasonable.” 
“Mother,” said Uncle Heck, “No r 

nor child can be reasonable thet owns a 
It’s human nature t’ git’t’ be like a dog \ 
engaged in upholdin' 
an’ perpetuatin’ t’ dog —j—|—,—,—,—|—*- 
nuisance. Spurgle’d II I ; M 
say I wuz treadin’ on 1 I ! , ' 

\’e shall be justified in keeping 
secret locked in our bosoms,” 
arked Mr. Spoak. 

“I'm goin’ home 
whiskers!” 

ventured 
SELFISHNESS. 

Jonhs worked so hard, and de- 
— M ' nied himself so much, in order 
M to pay his life insurance, that he 

^ had neither the time nor the means 
to be sick; and he outlived all the 

beneficiaries, who were meanwhile 
engaged in the relatively unhealthy busi¬ 
ness of lying back and waiting for him 
to die. Moreover, in thinking of the 

convinced that he had had a good deal of fun, 
n, indeed, than most. 
y selllsh fellow!” exclaimed Jones, guiltily. 

man woman 
1 barkin’ dog. 
when yeou're 

■UTsyp^s 

cnj^py 1 ffi/JplyV,; slumbering for the first mo- 

Crl> was aware of the other. 
IJsJmir+A Uncle Heck, for one of the 

I | I I persons was none other, bore 

/ ’n *1,s l’an(^ a P'ece nieat 
which contained a powerful 

yL W opiate. And the other man 
Tv 1 had something in his. 

Each gazed in tense horror 
at the other as the moon broke 
through a cloud, and dis- 
closed to Uncle Heck the 

IV. Reverend Mr. Spoak, the 
Congregational minister of 

Wood ville, in the act of throwing a large piece of meat close to the 
dog kennel. And the minister saw Uncle Heck as tho’ in a Light¬ 
ning flash. Each gentleman drew back. Yet each knew. They 
were common criminals. 

Rapidly Uncle Heck’s footsteps led him from the yard of 
Spurgle toward his own residence. The Minister followed, and 
caught up with him. “D-Dont say--w- -we — we shant say any¬ 
thing about this?” stammered the Minister, wiping his brow, madly. 

“Say,” said Uncle Heck, “don’t you worry. There’s a time 
to pray and a time t’ act—you an’ me had quit prayin’ and wuz 
actin’. Thet’s all." 

GRATITUDE. 

“Precisely,” said the Minister; “Good night.” but you're the first thing I’ve met in human form that 
Morning dawned. No horrible series of yelps greeted Wood- didn't kick me! 
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AND THUS AVOID ACCIDENT. 

Large; Person (interrupted in his reading). — Why in the 
mischief don’t you look where you’re going? 

Mr. L. (sternly).— I will not now or at any other 
time do your teachers’ work for them. And I shall 

write them to that effect tomorrow. 

(In the Drawing Room.) 

Mrs. L. (continuing the subject).— Yes, that’s 
it! We all need the mental stimulus. 

Miss L. (interrupting).— Mother. 
Mrs. L.— Well, dear? 
Miss L.—I have to do a paper 

on the early Victorian Poets. Could 
you help me just a minute? 

Mrs. L.— Of course not. I’m 
busy. 

Miss. L.— But who were they? 
Mrs. L.-—Oh, Byron, Shelley, 

Keats, Wordsworth — Gray. I 
guess Pope was earlier, but almost 
any of those familiar names. You’ll 
find them in the Encyclopedia. 
Good-night, dear. Layton Brewer. 

POINT BLANK. 
WHITE OR DARK MEAT? 

pHE blue-coated leader of the raiding party surveyed 
the doomed dance halls with solid satisfaction. Here 

should be a shake-down worthy the name. Turning swiftly 
to his second in command, he counselled softly — 

“You go after the nearest one, Bill—and don’t take any 
wooden money.” 

“And you?” questioned Bill, with the freedom which associa¬ 
tion in the adventurous ever brings. 

“I’ll take the second joint,” replied the Captain, dreamily. 

THE MENTAL CULTURISTS. 

(Mr. and Mrs. Erie dining with the Lackawannas En Famillc, the 
two Lackawanna children being at table.) 

e/ rs. Erie.—You know, the Morrises and the Essexes 
are going to read Shakespeare aloud to one another 
this winter? 

Mr. E.—Too bad William can’t be present to— 
Mrs. E.— Don’t be flippant, dear, unless you 

can be witty — and you know you never can. 
Mrs. Lackawanna.— Yes. And I want you to join our 

Dante Club. 
Mr. E.— Evenings? 
Mr. L. (wamingly).— Yes. We are all keen about the old 

chap. We— 
Mrs. L.— We meet once a week and read something from 

somebody’s life of him, some history of his period,, and some 
of his work. It’s amazingly interesting. 

Mrs. E. (doubtfully).— Why, I — 
Mrs. L.— Oh, do! I have been ashamed to think how 

little I knew of how he lived and wrote and felt. The greater 
poets may mean so much to us if we will only permit them to. 

Mr. L. (responding to his wife's signal).—I really do 
feel that my horizon is extending — 

Mr. E.—That’s tough on a man who has to travel to 
the edge of it every day. 

Mr. Y,.(weakly).—■ But the mental exercise, you know — 
Mrs. E. — Yes; I believe I’d like it. 
Mr. E. (rebelliously).— Now see here. Alice, I — 
Mrs. E. (sighing with savage pathos).— Of course if I 

have to come alone you will understand. 
(Mr. E. viciously bites off the end of his cigar.) 
Mrs. L. (hurriedly). — Let’s leave the men to smoke, 

and take our coffee in the other room. 

(Exeunt the ladies and children. Master L. presently re¬ 
turns and interrupts an interesting business conversation.) 

Master L.— Excuse me, father, but could you spare 
a minute to help me with this algebra? 

Mr. L. (surprised).— Why, you must know better than 
to ask — 

Master L. — But you’ve been promising me to from 
night to night, and to-morrow I’ve got — 

THE AMATEUR. 

Dack all his stories come; 
u He tries again. 
Hope springs eternal from 

A fountain pen. 

THE WRONG END. IN a little town in Indiana amusement was caused recently by two 
young women who drove up to the watering trough on the public 

square to water their horse. The rein was tight, and although the 
horse made many efforts to get his mouth into the trough, he 
could not. The women stood bewildered until one hit upon the 
trouble, she thought. She unbuckled the crupper. 

ALL UNDER ONE ROOF. 

Customer.— Hose, please. 
Floorwalker.— Yes’m. Common or garden variety? 

THE OPTIMIST. 

Waiting For It To Freeze Over. 

x dismal a figure of bveakfiess as humanity et)er presents, perhaps, 

tvhere a young man makes a pose of solving his tetild oats. 

is 
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A Fair Offer. 

“No,” snapped the sharp faced wo¬ 
man at the door, “ I ain’t got no food 
fur you, an’ I ain’t got no old clo’es. 
Now, git!” 

“Lady," replied Harvard Hasben, 
“ I could repay you well. Give me a 
square meal and I'll give you a few 
lessons in grammar."— The Catholic 
Standard and Times. 

Mrs. Jawback. — Do you know I 
came very near not marrying you? 

Mr. Jawback.— Sure — but who 
told you about it ? — Cleveland Leader. 

“ Was his auto going so very fast ? ” 
“Your honor, it was going so fast that 
the bull-dog on the seat beside him 
looked like a dachshund,"—Houston 
Post. 

Husband.—You must marry again, 
dearest, when I am gone, and that will 
be very soon. 

Wife. — No, Edward, no one will 
marry an old woman like me. You 
ought to have died ten years ago for 
that.—Meggendorfer Blaetter. 

“FAIR, WARMER, SOUTHERLY WINDS." 

You all know about the man who took his winter flannels offtoo 
soon; well, here is ihe man who put them on too soon. 

Close Quarters. 

Batcheller.—Do you still believe that two can live as cheaply as one? 
Benedick.—Well, I must confess, that marriage has put me in a pretty 

tight place. 
Batchei.ler.—You don’t say ? 
Benedick.—Yes, we’ve started housekeeping in a flat.— The Catholic 

Standard and Times. 

Colonel.—What do army regulations make the first requisite in order that a 
man may be buried with military honors? 

Private Macshorty.—Death, your honor.—Illustrated Arews. 

“You ran into this man at thirty miles an hour and knocked him forty 
feet,” said the Court. “That, or a little better, I suppose,” answered the 
chauffeur. “Why didn’t you slow down?" “Mere precaution, your Honor, 
Once 1 shut off speed and hit a man so gently that he was able to climb into 

, the machine and give rne a licking.”—Philadelphia Ledger. 



SHAVES I HAVE KNOWN. 

Some Relics of Barberism. 

(By A. Victim.) 

As a “Knight of the grip” I have learned one thing—never trust your¬ 
self to the tender mercies of the barber without Pond’s Extract. Of 

course this does not apply to cities where you get Pond’s after a shave as a 
matter of course. But it’s a mighty important thing when you are travelling, 
because the only thing that will alleviate the effects of a bad shave, is Pond’s 
Extract, and it is a very common thing in country towns to have a bad 
shave followed by a swabbing with some preparation of “witch hazel” or 
“bay rum” which only adds insult to injury and instead of soothing the skin 
makes it smart and burn like fury. That’s why I always carry a bottle of Pond’s 
in my pocket when I invade the shop of the country barber. 

When I climb into the barber’s chair I always say to the man with the 
razor: “Once over with the grain,” a very necessary instruction considering 
that my beard grows as if “looking seven ways for Sunday.” If I get no reply, 
as is often the case, I add: “Once over, remember! And don’t shave me close, 
my skin won’t stand it.” 

Hair Raising Experiences. 

I have a very lively recollection of a colored barber in Michigan who, after 
receiving my instructions fora “once over,” proceeded to shave me “two days 
under the skin.” The result was that I got out of the chair with gouts of 
blood oozing through my skin and my face looking as if I had been put 
through the thirty-third degree in Mosquito Lodge, A. O. H. B. To add 
to my suffering my face was swabbed with some burning fluid which fairly 
drove me frantic. I couldn’t shave again for a week. That was before I 
took to carrying Pond’s Extract or knew of its remarkable soothing and 
healing properties. 

I remember that on another occasion I was tied up in a cross road town 
in Illinois and thought I’d take a shave while waiting. I was directed to the 
local barber’s and found the “tonsorial parlor ” located in the front room of the 
house he lived in. When I arrived the Knight of the razor was in the garden 
gathering potato bugs into a tomato can, so I climbed into the antiquated, un¬ 
comfortable chair and waited while his daughter bawled from the rear door 
“ Hey Pop! Here’s a strange man wants to be shaved." Presently the barber 
appeared; a man in the last stages of consumption, hectic, panting, trembling. 

I had not the courage to jump up and run so I sat back and suffered pur¬ 
gatory for half an hour. The enormous razor looked like a “snickersnee.” Its 
back was about half an inch thick. How thick the blade was I could not judge 
from the feel of it, but I should say about the thickness of the edge of an ordi¬ 
nary scoop shovel. As I sat in that chair, my head pressed back till my neck 
felt as if it would break, my hands clutching the chair as if I were at the dent¬ 
ist’s, while this coughing, panting, trembling man flourished his weapon above 
me, I involuntarily thought of the converted barber who felt called upon to 
testify for his new found faith and offer Christian exhortation to his customers. 
This good man had been garrulous enough heretofore but now his tongue clove 
to the roof of his mouth. His courage failed him. At last he resolved to do 
or die. He lathered his customer, pressed his head back with one hand and 
flourishing the razor in the other he hoarsely whispered “ Prepare to meet thy 
God.” The affrighted customer made one jump for the door and hatless, coat¬ 
less, collarless, his face white with lather, he sped down the street to his hotel. 

I felt like fleeing similarly from the flourished razor of that consumptive 
barber. 

That was the time when I appreciated Pond’s Extract. I rubbed it into 
my raw and bleeding skin and the stiffness and pain soon disappeared, the skin 
healed, and I found that I could stand a bad shave with Pond’s Extract better 
than a good shave without it. 

I could tell of shaves manifold on both sides of the Atlantic, some bad and 
some worse. I could tell of shaves by the apprentice who shaved one hair at 
a time with trembling razor and puffed and panted over each hair as if it were 
the root of a giant tree; of shaves by barbers suffering from the “morning 
after,” a combination of shakes and breath, calculated to bring low the most 
haughty spirit. But these experiences are perhaps common to all. I can only 
advise my fellow travellers that they can offset the worst relics of barberism 
that ever wielded a razor by the use of Pond’s Extract after every shave. 

“Why is it our poetic friend, 
When thoughts sublime he lacks, 

Do Trusts Promote Economy in 
Production? 

In an hour of hilarious jubilation 
over the ascertained fact, Mr. Schwab 
informed the world that he was pro¬ 
ducing steel at a cost of only twelve 
dollars a ton. That was at the time 
when the great consolidations were 
being effected. And now mark! The 
chief justification for the trust was 
stated to be the greatly reduced cost 
of production resulting. Well, the 
trusts have been organized, and a long 
stretch of years has enabled them to 
perfect their peculiar economies, to the 
reduction of cost. But — Mr. Schwab 
declares that it costs greatly more to 
produce steel than it did when he 
first spoke 1 Would it be uncivil to 
ask if Mr. Schwab is trying to dis¬ 
credit the trusts’ claim of greater 
economy in production ?—The Public. 

Care of the Body. 

A distinguished clergyman is report¬ 
ed as severely condemning the Eman¬ 
uel movement by preaching that “the 
church of Jesus Christ” is mistaking 
its function “when it becomes a hos¬ 
pital for physical repairs.” But didn’t 
its founder engage pretty exclusively 
in that kind of repairing? While it is 
quite true that care of the body for the 
sake of the body is overdone, and for 
its own sake may not be worth the 
doing at all, the conclusion is hardly 
avoidable that the care of the body as 
an instrument for its spiritual occu¬ 
pant is of the very first concern.— The 
Public. 

“Dicky," said his mother, “when 
you divided those five caramels with 
your sister did you give her three ? ” 

“No, ma. I thought they wouldn’t 
come out even, so I ate one ’fore I 
began to divide.”— United Presbyterian. 

“Doin’ any good?” asked the cur¬ 
ious individual on the bridge. 

“Any good?” answered the fisher¬ 
man in the creek below. “Why, I 
caught forty bass out o’ here yester¬ 
day. ” 

“Say, do you know who I am?” 
asked the man on the bridge. 

The fisherman replied that he did 

“ Well, I am the county fish and 
game warden. ” 

The angler, after a moment’s 
thought, exclaimed, “Say, do you 
know who I am?” 

“ No, ” the officer replied. 
“ Well, I’m the biggest liar in East¬ 

ern Indiana,” said the crafty angler 
with a grin.—Recreation. 
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Shine on. 

I Bar Keepers Friend 

After any individual passes the age 
: 25, and has a photograph taken, it 
because he, or she, wants that pic- 

ire; there has been no outside clamor- 
- Atchison Globe. 

Doctor.— You ha 
poison in your system. 
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